CHAPTER XXVIII
THE  LAST PHASE
MY brother once said that he must have definite proof before he could believe that a good man could possess an extraordinary intellect. I suppose no one any longer denies Nietzsche's claim to an " extraordinary intellect," and thus we might be required to prove per contra, that this man of extraordinary intellect was a good man as well. If this needs proof, we may find the evidence in those long years of mental disability. What a touching invalid he was! His tender feeling, his magnanimity, his consideration for others and desire to give pleasure, all came out most strikingly. Even the doctors could only explain this unusual case by saying that his nature was so thoroughly refined and spiritualised, that even when the will failed and he could no longer act with set purpose, his general manner underwent no change.
I can form no judgment of the period immediately following the first stroke, when he was still unden the influence of those baneful drugs; for my husband's death and the ensuing complications detained me in Paraguay. But in 1890, as soon as I had set things in order, I returned to Germany in order to fetch my mother and brother. I was moved beyond words when he used the old nickname " my dear Lama " at our first meeting in Naumburg. He had come to the station with flowers for me, looked very well, and carried himself like a soldier. No one would have taken this active walker for an invalid. He was still able to carry on a regular conversation ; thus we talked of Dostoievsky and his House of the Dead, which we had both read in French. I thanked him for having recommended me this author, and added
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